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LULLABY 


Fainter  grows  the  sunset  glow, 
Southern  breezes  gently  blow, 
Twilight  shadows  softly  fall, 
Silence  hovers  over  all. 

Dimpled  hands  no  longer  play. 
Baby's  toys  are  put  away, 
Dream}^  are  the  eyes  of  blue. 
Little  head  is  nodding  too. 

Deepens  .now  the  twilight  hour, 
Dewdrops  kiss  each  kaf  and  flow'r ; 
While  the  stars  smile  from  the  sky, 
Mother  sings  her  lullaby. 

Baby's  little  head  is  pressed 
Closely  to  the  tender  breast; 
Held  in  love  so  pure  and  deep. 
Baby  now  is  fast  asleep. 
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WHATSOEVER  THOUGHTS 


Whatsoever  thoughts  are  true, 
Think  them  ev'ry  passing-  hour; 
Search  the  thoughts  that  come  to  you, 
Know  their  hidden  strength  and  pow'r. 

Whatsoever  thoughts  are  just. 
Keep  them  always  in  the  mind; 
They  are  free  from  moth  and  rust, 
Treasures  that  the  thieves  ne'er  find. 

Whatsoever  thoughts  are  good, 
Lovely,  beautiful,  and  right, 
Let  them  bless  as  goodness  should, 
Making  life  divinely  bright. 


I'M  HAPPY 

I'm  happy  all  the  livelong  day, 
In  this  dear  world  I  love  to  stay; 
Where  flowers  bloom  and  skies  are  blue, 
Where  I  have  friends  I  know  are  true. 

I'm  happy  all  the  passing  hours, 
Their  moments  bring  me  friendship  flow'rs, 
These  blossoms  bright  with  love  and  joy, 
Have  not  the  hidden  thorn's  alloy. 

I'm  happy  for  each  season  bright 
Brings  in  its  turn  some  new  delight, 
I'm  happy  for  each  passing  year 
Brings  me  the  joy  and  hope  that  cheer. 

I'm  happy  all  the  livelong  day, 
In  this  dear  world  I  love  to  stay, 
Where  I  find  treasures  ever  new. 
Where  I  find  friends  I  know  are  true. 
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SEND  BLESSINGS  OUT 


Send  blessings  out  and  they  will  grow, 
Just  like  the  garden  seeds  you  sow, 
If  they  a  little  love  contain 
To  be  their  sunshine  and  their  rain. 

The  blessings  you  send  forth  today 
Will  blossom  fair  along  life's  way. 
You'll  need  them  in  the  coming  years 
To  mingle  petals  with  your  tears. 

Send  blessings  out,  let  them  go  first. 
Some  day  the  buds  of  love  will  burst 
Into  bright  flow'rs  whose  fragrance  will 
The  starless  night  about  you  fill. 

Send  blessings  out  to  those  who  need 
A  kindly  word  or  loving  deed. 
Somewhere,  as  on  life's  pathway  goes, 
Among  the  thorns  you'll  find  a  rose. 
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SPRING  OF  LIFE 


Bubble  !    Bubble  !    Spring  of  Life, 
In  the  heart  with  gladness ; 
Never  stagnate  in  the  strife, 
Never  murmur  sadness. 

Sparkle!    Sparkle!    Living  Spring. 
In  the  heart  with  beauty; 
Living  Waters,  sing  and  sing, 
Keep  in  tune  with  duty. 

Ripple!    Ripple!    Living  Stream, 
In  the  heart  with  vigor; 
Living  Waters,  gleam  and  gleam, 
Make  the  channel  bigger. 

Bubble!    Bubble!    Spring  of  Life, 
Keep  the  heart  beats  cheery ; 
Sparkle  !    Sparkle  !    Through  the  strife, 
Pure  and  fresh  and  merry. 


FM  GLAD 

I'm  glad  because  the  morning  dew 
Is  sparkling  on  the  grass  and  flow'rs; 
I'm  glad,  dear  one,  for  I  have  you 
To  brighten  all  the  passing  hours. 

Fm  glad  because  the  skies  are  blue 
And  sunshine  through  my  window  strays ; 
Fm  glad,  dear  one,  for  I  have  you 
To  brighten  all  the  passing  days. 

Fm  glad  because  the  moon  is  new, 

And  now  the  evening  star  appears; 

Fm  glad,  dear  one,  for  I  have  you  \ 

To  brighten  all  the  passing  years.  ' 
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I  LOVE  YOU 


I  love  you  when  the  skies  are  blue, 
When  leaden  clouds  hang  low, 
And  w^hen  the  sunlight's  gleaming  through 
And  smiles  the  fair  rainbow, 

I  love  you  when  the  crimson  light 
Has  made  the  morning  fair; 
I  love  you  when  the  noon  is  bright 
Or  shadows  everywhere. 

I  love  you  in  the  twilight  hours 
When  stars  of  ev'ning  gleam, 
When  nodding  are  the  dewy  flow'rs 
While  southern  zephyrs  dream. 

I  love  you  when  my  soul  is  sad, 
Hope's  ashes  at  my  feet; 
I  love  you  when  my  heart  is  glad. 
Life's  roses  fair  and  sweet. 

Through  all  the  seasons  and  the  years, 
The  darkness  and  the  light. 
Through  all  the  gladness  and  the  tears 
My  love  will  e'er  be  bright; 

For  love  will  live  right  on  and  on 
Through  all  eternity ; 
These  years  are  but  the  rosy  dawn 
Of  sweetest  harmony. 
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YOUR  LOVE  FOR  ME 


Within  my  heart  is  joy  today, 
The  sweetest  songs  of  glee, 
The  dewy  blossoms  of  the  May, 
It  is  your  love  for  me. 

Within  my  heart  the  rainbow's  hue, 
The  murmur  of  the  sea, 
A  bit  of  sky  that's  clear  and  blue, 
It  is  your  love  for  me. 

Within  my  heart  sweet  twilight  hours, 

The  music  of  the  lea, 

The  beauty  of  the  lilac  bow'rs, 

It  is  your  love  for  me. 

Within  my  heart  is  joy  tonight. 
My  life  from  sadness  free; 
W'ithin  my  heart  a  golden  light. 
It  is  your  love  for  me. 


'TIS  A  BEAUTIFUL  DAY 

'Tis  a  beautiful  day,  'tis  a  beautiful  day, 
For  the  beautiful  sky  is  a  beautiful  blue, 
And  the  glorious  sun  with  each  glorious  ray 
Is  caressing  the  flowers  and  kissing  the  dew. 

'Tis  a  beautiful  night,  'Tis  a  beautiful  night, 
For  the  beautiful  sky  is  a  beautiful  blue. 
And  the  glorious  moon  with  its  glorious  light 
Is  caressing  the  flowers  and  kissing  the  dew. 

'Tis  a  beautiful  day,  'tis  a  beautiful  day. 
For  your  beautiful  eyes  are  a  beautiful  blue. 
And  your  glorious  love  in  a  glorious  way 
Is  life's  beautiful  flowers  and  beautiful  dew. 
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TO  YOU 


I  cannot  count  them  one  by  one, 
But  if  the  golden  deeds  you've  done 
Were  turned  to  flowers,  dear,  today, 
You'd  have  no  room  for  your  bouquet. 

If  in  fair  blossoms  you  should  meet 
Your  loving  deeds  that  made  life  sweet, 
Within  a  wilderness  of  flow'rs 
You'd  now  be  spending  all  your  hours  ; 

And  in  the  rainbow  colors  fair, 
You'd  see  our  love  reflected  there ; 
And  in  the  fragrance,  pure  anc^  true, 
You'd  find  our  gratitude  to  you. 

They  can't  be  counted  one  by  one. 
But  if  the  tender  deeds  you've  done 
Were  turned  to  blossoms,  dear,  today, 
There'd  be  no  room  for  your  bouquet. 

THINKING  OF  YOU 

When  the  beautiful  stars  brightly  gleam 
In  the  beautiful  gardens  of  blue. 
When  the  moon's  silver  rays  softly  beam, 
It  is  then  I  am  thinking  of  you. 

When  the  beautiful  flow'rs  sweetly  smile 
Through  the  beautiful  shimmering  dew, 
And  the  mocking  birds  sing  all  the  while, 
It  is  then  I  am  thinking  of  you. 

When  life's  beautiful  gladness  is  bright. 
When  a  beautiful  friendship  is  true. 
When  to  me  all  the  world's  a  delight, 
It  is  then  I  am  thinking  of  you. 
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ONE  PAGE  OF  LOVE 


The  glory  of  the  day  had  faded 
Into  the  peaceful  twiUght  hours, 
The  mocking  birds  had  serenaded 
Among  the  trees  and  flow'rs. 

The  western  sky  still  lingered  rosy 
From  kisses  of  the  setting  sun 
And  all  the  world  seemed  soft  and  cozy, 
The  day  had  gone  and  night  begun. 

Their  hearts  were  young,  their  love  was  tender, 
Within  their  lives 'the  joy  was  bright; 
They  watched  the  night  burst  into  splendor, 
A  universe  of  orbs  of  light. 

The  southern  breezes,  light  and  airy, 
Caressed  them  with  their  fragrance  sweet. 
Tiptoed  around  then  like  a  fairy 
And  made  the  loveland  more  complete. 

The  wondrous  night  and  love's  own  sweetness. 
The  happy  hearts,  and  flow'rs,  and  birds. 
It  took  them  all  for  life's  completeness, 
Thev  mingle  with  the  loving  words. 
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ABOUT  YOU 


Her  eyes  with  love  are  shining, 
Her  smile  is  ever  new. 
About  her  life  are  twining 
The  good,  the  pure,  the  true, 
For  her  dear  heart  incloses 
The  sweetness  of  the  roses 
And  all  the  springtime  posies, 
And,  dearest,  this  is  you. 

Within  her  happy  laughter 
Is  sparkling  of  the  dew, 
Her  smile  that  lingers  after 
Is  like  the  rainbow's  hue. 
Love  in  her  heart  is  gleaming. 
The  star  of  hope  is  beaming 
And  all  the  beauties  dreaming, 
And,  dearest,  this  is  you. 

Love's  roses  bright  with  gladness 
Along  my  path  she  strew. 
Each  blossom  banished  sadness. 
And  let  the  joylight  through. 
These  flow'rs  I'll  keep  forever, 
And  may  they  fade,  no,  never, 
But  aid  my  life's  endeavor. 
For,  dearest,  I  love  you. 

Her  eyes  with  love  are  shining, 
She  makes  the  world  anew. 
About  her  life  are  twining 
The  beautiful  and  true, 
For  her  dear  heart  incloses 
The  sweetness  of  the  roses, 
And  all  the  springtime  posies, 
And,  dearest,  this  is  you. 
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YOU  TWO 


You  sat  together  in  the  twihght  hours, 
There  where  the  fragrant  breezes  swayed  the  flow'rs, 
You  two ; 

You  told  of  love,  the  love  that's  sweet  and  true, 
There  where  the  Maytime  buds  and  roses  grew, 
There  in  a  world  of  blossoms  and  of  dew, 
You  two. 

You  sat  together  in  the  twilight  hours, 
There  where  the  star  light  gently  kissed  the  flow'rs, 
You  two ; 

You  told  of  love,  the  love  that's  ever  new. 
There  where  the  Maytime  breezes  softly  blew. 
There  in  a  world  of  blossoms,  light  and  dew, 
You  two. 

You  sat  together  in  the  twilight  hours, 
There  where  the  fragrant  breezes  swayed  the  flow'rs, 
You  two ; 

You  told  of  love,  the  love  that's  sweet  and  true. 
There  where  the  Maytime  buds  and  blossoms  grew. 
There  in  a  world  of  roses,  love  and  dew, 
You  two. 
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HOME 


Home  is  where  the  roses  grow, 
Nodding  when  the  breezes  blow, 
Planted  by  some  loving  hand. 
Watched  by  eyes  that  understand. 

Home  is  where  a  father  is, 
Duties  great  and  small  are  his ; 
Honest  hands  and  purpose  strong 
Keep  the  things  from  going  wrong. 

Home  is  where  the  mother's  love 
Shines  and  glows  like  stars  above, 
Sings  the  tender  lullabies, 
Never  tires  and  never  sighs. 

Home  is  where  the  baby  crawls, 
Playing  with  the  spools  and  balls ; 
Where  the  sound  of  little  feet 
Keep  the  air-waves  pure  and  sweet. 

Home  is  where  the  children  play 
'Round  the  door  at  close  of  day. 
Running,  romping,  jumping,  too, 
Ever  finding  things  to  do. 

Home  is  where  the  roses  are. 
Thorns  are  not  allowed  to  mar. 
Roses,  children,  parents  dear, 
These  are  in  the  homeland  cheer. 

Home  is  where  true  love  will  call 
Through  the  shadows  when  they  fall. 
Roses,  love,  and  light  and  shade 
These  into  a  home  are  made. 
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MOTHER 


The  word  is  sweet  and  tender, 
Like  fragrance  of  the  rose, 
The  twilight's  dewy  splendor, 
Or  softest  wind  that  blows. 

'Tis  gentle  as  the  cooing 
Of  doves  at  close  of  day, 
Or  breezes  sweetly  wooing 
The  smiling  flow'rs  of  May ; 

More  lovely  than  the  twining 
Of  blossoms  bright  and  fair. 
More  golden  than  the  shining 
Of  all  the  jewels  rare. 

It  is  the  word  first  spoken 
By  baby's  rosy  lips 
And  by  the  heart  that's  broken 
When  sorrow's  cup  it  sips. 

The  word  is  sweet  and  tender, 
Like  fragrance  of  the  flow'rs, 
The  ev'ning's  dewy  splendor, 
Or  summer's  twilight  hours. 
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THE  VIOLIN  OUR  FATHER  PLAYS 


The  violin  our  father  plays 

Is  dear  to  us  in  many  ways. 

Around  it  linger  many  joys 

That  come  to  happy  girls  and  boys ; 

And  in  its  tuning  we  can  hear 

The  gladness  of  our  homeland  cheer. 

The  mellow  tones  of  music  sweet, 
The  echoes  of  the  past  repeat. 
We  "Listen  to  the  Mocking  Bird", 
With  tenderness  our  hearts  are  stirred. 
"My  Old  Kentucky  Home"  is  played, 
To  us  a  pleasant  serenade. 

Then  in  a  minor  strain  so  low, 

We  hear  the  brooklets  gently  flow, 

The  blowing  of  the  southern  breeze, 

And  rustle  of  the  apple  trees. 

We  seem  to  hear  the  rose  leaves  fall. 

And  hear  the  quail  in  meadows  call. 

We  love  the  tunes:  the  horn  pipes  gay, 
And  "Jenny  Lind"  and  Nellie  Gray". 
We  travel  all  through  Arkansas 
And  hear  the  "Turkey  in  the  Straw". 
We  visit  down  in  "Dixie  Land", 
And  wander  by  the  Rio  Grande. 

We  watch  "The  Swanee  River"  flow, 
And  hear  the  story,  *'01d  Black  Joe" 
And  there's  "The  Cabin  in  the  Lane", 
And  that  old  song  of  "Little  Jane", 
And  there's  the  Joe  that's  cotton  eyed. 
And  the  Joe  that  liked  his  chicken  fried. 

Dear  violin,  how  oft  it  cheers 
The  pathway  of  the  passing  years. 
Its  mellow  tones  of  music  sweet. 
The  echoes  of  the  past  repeat. 
The  violin  our  father  plays 
Is  dear  to  us  in  many  ways. 
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SHE'S  THE  MOTHER  OF  A  CHILD 

Oh,  no,  she's  never  done  great  things, 

She  plays  a  little  and  she  sings; 

Just  sings  the  simple  songs  she  knows 

As  'round  her  home  she  daily  goes. 

There  is  the  sound  of  little  feet, 

And  baby  accents  pure  and  sweet; 

Ah,  yes,  she's  sung  and  worked  and  smiled, 

For  she's  the  mother  of  a  child. 

Oh,  no,  she's  never  traveled  much, 

Just  vis'ted  neighbors,  friends  and  such ; 

She  says  she's  always  busy,  too. 

For  there  are  many  things  to  do, 

But  she  is  happy  in  her  place, 

You  see  the  gladness  in  her  face; 

Ah,  yes,  she's  worked  and  sung  and  smiled, 

For  she's  the  mother  of  a  child. 

Oh,  no,  her  hands  are  not  so  white, 
But  her  dear  eyes  with  love  are  bright ; 
She  says  there's  not  much  time  for  blues : 
There  are  the  stockings  and  the  shoes. 
And  there  are  clothes  to  keep  in  trim, 
And  other  things  to  do  for  him ; 
Ah,  yes,  she's  worked  and  sung  and  smiled, 
For  she's  the  mother  of  a  child. 

Oh,  no,  she's  never  done  great  things, 

But  to  the  babe  she  often  sings; 

Just  sings  the  simple  songs,  you  know, 

A.nd  rocks  the  baby  to  and  fro ; 

The  mother,  baby,  and  the  song : 

These  carry  the  old  world  along ; 

Ah,  yes,  she's  sung  and  worked  and  smiled, 

For  she's  the  mother  of  a  child. 
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A  RIDDLE 


Sometimes  I  hold  it  in  my  arms, 
Again  it's  on  my  knee; 
It  has  a  dimpled  smile  that  charms 
And  brings  love's  melody. 

It  has  two  hands  that  reach  and  grab, 
Your  glasses  they  will  snatch; 
They  pull  the  ears  of  kitty  Tab, 
And  want  a  lighted  match. 

It  has  a  tongue,  but  does  not  talk, 
We  answer  to  its  call ; 
It  has  two  feet,  but  does  not  walk. 
It  has  no  teeth  at  all. 

There's  work  to  do  for  it  each  day, 
Sometimes  into  the  night. 
We  have  to  watch  it  at  its  play, 
To  see  that  things  are  right. 

It  has  bright  eyes  and  rosy  cheeks. 
It  has  a  tiny  nose ; 

It's  growing  larger  with  the  weeks, 
It  has  ten  little  toes. 

It's  precious  and  it's  dear  to  us, 
We  love  its  soft  caress; 
We  love  its  prattle  and  its  fuss. 
What  is  it?    Can  you  guess? 
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BABY 


I  see  the  smile  of  heaven 
In  those  bright  eyes  of  blue ; 
Your  lips  and  cheeks,  sweet  darling, 
Are  like  the  rose's  hue. 

Your  dimpled  hands  are  softer 
Than  lilies  of  the  spring ; 
Your  silver  laughter  sweeter 
Than  songs  that  angels  sing. 

I  see  the  lovelight  shining 
In  those  dear,  smiling  eyes ; 
I  hear  the  sweetest  music 
In  coos  of  glad  surprise. 

You  make  me  think  of  blossoms 
Kissed  by  the  twilight  dew ; 
Of  love  and  joy,  sweet  baby, 
With  eyes  of  smiling  blue. 
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BABY'S  FIRST  STEP 


The  baby  took  a  step  today 
In  just  the  very  sweetest  way. 
It  stepped  into  the  childhood  land 
Without  the  touch  of  mother's  hand. 

'Twas  hard  for  mother  to  let  go 
The  little  hand  of  baby  Joe, 
But  she  was  wise  and  knew  that  he 
Must  walk  to  strong  and  happy  be. 

The  babe  was  brave  and  stepped  right  out 
And  smiled  when  Jack  began  to  shout, 
"Come,  Joe !  come,  Joe !  walk  like  a  man. 
That's  right  1  come  on !  I  know  you  can." 

But  not  another  step  he  took. 
He  gave  us  all  a  joyous  look 
That  seemed  to  say  in  language  plain, 
"Tomorrow  I  shall  try  again." 

And  step  by  step  he'll  learn  to  walk, 
As  word  by  word  he'll  learn  to  talk. 
He's  leaving  baby-land  behind. 
And  childhood's  realm  he  next  will  find. 

The  baby  took  a  step  today 
In  just  the  very  sweetest  way, 
And  now  the  children  say  with  joy, 
"He's  not  a  baby,  he's  a  boy." 
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INEZ 


She's  just  a  pretty,  little  girl, 
With  eyes  of  brown  and  teeth  of  pearl, 
Inez ; 

With  roses  in  her  lips  and  cheeks, 
And  music  in  the  words  she  speaks 
That  happy  make  our  days  and  weeks, 
Inez ; 

She's  just  a  little  girl  of  ours 
That  watches  birds  and  gathers  flow'rs, 
Inez ; 

She  runs  and  plays  about  the  door, 
And  scatters  toys  upon  the  floor, 
And  we  just  love  her  more  and  more, 
Inez. 

She's  happy  when  her  daddy  brings. 
Her  candy,  fruit  and  other  things, 
Inez ; 

And,  oh !  she  loves  her  mother  so, 
To  her  with  ev'ry  joy  she'll  go, 
Ah,  it  is  beautiful  to  know 
Inez. 

We're  happy  when  her  voice  we  hear. 
It  gives  us  joy  for  she's  our  dear 
Inez ; 

Her  baby  words  we  oft  repeat, 
We  love  the  patter  of  her  feet, 
We  love  her  much,  for  she's  our  sweet 
Inez. 
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THE  MODERN  BOY 


Tm  glad  that  I  am  living  now, 

And  not  a  hundred  years  ago  ; 

I  never  would  have  known  just  how 

Advanced  and  learned  this  world  would  grow. 

Fm  glad  I  don't  drive  an  ox  team 
And  have  to  keep  a  cudgel  near. 
I'm  glad  we. have  the  pow'r  of  steam 
And  that  electric  lights  are  here. 

My  grandpa  had  to  drop  the  corn 
And  pull  the  cotton  from  the  seed; 
Tm  glad  that  it  was  graiidpa  born     ■  ^ 
Instead  of  me,  I  am  indeed. 

I  like  to  ride  in  motor  cars, 
And  in  the  great  airplane  that  flies 
Right  up  among  the  shining  stars 
And  sails  like  birds  across  the  skies. 

I  like  to  watch  the  tractor  plow, 
I  like  the  'phone  and  radio ; 
I'm  glad  that  I  am  living  now, 
Arid  not  a  hundred  years  ago. 
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WHO  PLUGGED  THAT  MELON? 

"Who  plugged  that  melon,  boys?"!  heard  dad  say, 
And  then  to  me  the  world  was  not  so  gay. 
A  feeling  that  was  queer  came  creeping  on. 
He  knew  I  was  the  one,  for  Will  was  gone 
And  Earl  is  good  and  never  does  such  things. 
He  reads  and  studies  books,  and  plays  and  sings. 

"Who  plugged  that  melon,  boys?  Now  honor  bright, 
In  two  more  days  it  would  have  been  just  right." 
"Not  I,"  said  Earl,  dad  looked  at  me  real  straight.  • 
"I  think  I  saw  your  tracks  down  by  the  gate." 
You  do  not  know  how  very  bad  I  felt 
When  dad  began  to  pull  and  jerk  his  belt. 

Grandma  had  come  that  day  to  visit  us. 
Downstairs  she  came  to  see  about  the  fuss. 
"Don't  whip  him,  John,  he's  just  a  boy,  you  know, 
You  did  worse  things  than  that— long  time  ago. 
These  tricks  and  pranks,  and  things  that  oft  annoy. 
It  takes  them  all,  my  son,  to  make  a  boy." 


22 


MELON  TIME 


It's  melon  time !  it's  melon  time ! 
Things  seem  to  be  in  perfect  rhyme ; 
No  work  to  do,  stay  in  the  shade, 
Enjoy  the  things  that  nature's  made. 

Just  when  the  sun  is  getting  low, 
Down  to  the  melon  patch  we  go, 
We  skip  and  hop  and  jump  and  run, 
We  talk  and  laugh,  all  full  of  fun. 

There  are  the  melons  large  and  fine, 
And  Billie  cries,  "This  one  is  mine." 
We  give  the  best  ones  a  hard  thump 
And  pull  the  ones  that  answer,  "plump". 

Returning  home  is  then  the  rule, 

And  put  the  melons  in  the  cool. 

Next  morning  when  the  clock  strikes  ten, 

The  melon  feast  begins  right  then. 

It's,  "Bring  the  knives  and  spoons  right  out," 
"And  bring  the  salt,"  someone  will  shout; 
"I  pulled  this  one,  let's  cut  it  first." 
*'Oh,  this  is  green,  for  it  won't  burst." 

"I  know  it's  ripe,  I  see  the  red," 
Chimes  in  the  voice  of  little  Ted. 
"The  baby  must  not  have  the  seeds, 
A  piece  of  heart  is  what  he  needs." 

And  thus  the  merry  chatter  goes. 
While  Ted  gets  juice  from  mouth  to  toes. 
A  water  melon  feast  is  great 
Beneath  the  tree  that's  by  the  gate. 

It's  melon  time!  it's  melon  time! 
And  all  the  world's  in  perfect  rhyme ; 
No  work  to  do,  stay  in  the  shade, 
Enjoy  the  things  that  nature's  made. 
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KITTY  SNOW 


This  is  my  pretty  Kitty  Snow. 
My  Aunty  named  her  that. 
In  all  the  great,  wide  world,  I  know 
There's  not  a  better  cat. 

She's  just  as  white  as  white  can  be, 
Without  one  single  speck, 
And  this  pink  ribbon  that  you  see, 
I  tie  around  her  neck. 

I  try  to  teach  her  to  be  kind, 
And  not  to  scare  the  mice ; 
And  she  is  learning  how  to  mind 
For  she  is  very  nice. 

She  lightly  walks  about  the  house 
In  such  a  quiet  way, 
And  when  she's  caught  a  little  mouse 
She  lets  him  run  and  play. 

My  kitty  has  the  softest  purr. 
I  never  see  her  claws, 
But  birds  are  much  afraid  of  her, 
Although  they  have  no  cause. 

This  is  my  pretty  Kitty  Snow, 
My  Aunty  named  her  right. 
In  all  this  great,  big  world,  I  know 
There's  not  a  cat  so  white. 
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WEE  RABBIT 


Wee  Rabbit  stood  beside  his  home  one  day, 
'Twas  just  a  hole  with  bed  of  fur  and  hay; 
Wee  Rabbit's  heart  was  beating  very  fast, 
As  round  about  some  anxious  looks  he  cast. 

He  caught  the  distant  sound  of  dogs  and  men, 
And  knew  they  ran  his  mother  rabbit,  then; 
Into  the  hole  he  went,  for  he  must  mind 
The  given  instinct  of  his  rabbit  kind. 

With  yells  and  barks  and  leaps,  on  came  the  chase, 
Then  stopped,  for  when  they  reached  a  certain  place 
The  rabbit  disappeared  within  a  hole 
And  left  the  others  standing  on  a  knoll. 

Wee  Rabbit  nestled  close,  and  closer  yet 
Up  to  his  mother  so  he  might  forget; 
And  there  Wee  Rabbit  fell  asleep  with  dreams 
Of  tender  raddish  tops  and  soft  moonbeams. 
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OUR  WORLD 


Our  world's  a  star  that  shines  at  night 
As  beautiful  as  Venus  glows 
In  purple  skies  and  evening  light 
When  she  her  wondrous  glory  shows. 

Our  world  from  thoughts  of  love  was  spun, 

A  portion  of  the  universe; 

It  has  an  orbit  'round  the  sun, 

And  does  with  solar  pow'r  coerce. 

Our  earth's  a  planet  and  it  shines 
As  brightly  as  the  morning  stars, 
Its  light  with  other  worlds  combines. 
It  shines  with  Jupiter  and  Mars. 

Our  Earth  is  not  too  large,  nor  small. 
Its  days  and  nights  are  of  right  length, 
Its  summer,  winter,  spring  and  fall 
Are  seasons  of  great  wealth  and  strength. 

Our  world  in  magic  splendor  glows 
Like  Venus  in  a  purple  sky 
As  it  around  its  orbit  goes 
As  bright  as  any  star  on  high. 
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THE  OAK 


Oh  tell  me,  mighty  oak  so  high, 
Where  do  you  get  your  strength? 
Upon  what  force  do  you  rely 
For  branches  with  such  length, 
For  leaves  that  rustle  in  the  breeze 
And  twigs  of  ev'ry  size? 
Why  are  you  giant  among  these  trees, 
A  wonder  to  all  eyes? 

Oh  tell  me,  oak,  what  do  you  learn 

As  in  the  woods  you  stand 

While  summers  fair  and  winters  stern 

Are  passing  o'er  the  land? 

Do  birds  to  you  their  secrets  tell 

Of  pretty  eggs  and  nests? 

What  says  the  stranger  from  the  dell 

As  in  your  shade  he  rests? 

Oh  tell  me,  oak,  did  once  you  sleep 

Within  an  acorn  small. 

And  what  awoke  that  slumber  deep. 

And  made  you  strong  and  tall? 

What  is  it,  oak,  you  murmer,  when 

To  stars  you  whisper  low? 

To  me  your  secret  tell,  and  then 

I'll  know  just  how  you  grow. 
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A  WELCOME  TO  THE  WEST 


You're  welcome  to  the  West,  dear  Friend, 
A  hearty  greeting  wd  extend. 
You're  welcome  to  our  western  land. 
To  you  we  give  a  friendly  hand. 

Our  country  is  a  splendid  place, 
Prosperity  makes  plain  its  trace. 
Delicious  fruits  our  orchards  yield, 
While  wondrous  crops  grow  in  the  field. 

In  ev'ry  lake  and  rippling  stream. 
The  happy  fishes  dream  and  dream ; 
The  sunlight  and  the  summer  rains 
Make  beautiful  our  hills  and  plains. 

The  mocking  birds  will  sing  for  you. 
The  skies  will  be  a  brighter  blue. 
You'll  find  the  Maytime  flowers  fair, 
All  smiling,  blooming  ev'rywhere. 

You're  welcome  to  the  West,  dear  Friend, 
A  hearty  greeting  we  extend. 
You're  welcome  to  our  western  land. 
To  you  we  give  a  friendly  hand. 
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TELL  ME  YOUR  SECRET 


Tell  me  your  secret,  friend  of  mine, 
What  is  the  method  you  employ 
That  makes  the  light  of  friendship  shine 
And  brings  you  all  this  love  and  joy? 

It  seems  that  friends  to  you  will  come ; 
You  do  not  try  their  love  to  win. 
Is  there  a  rule  to  solve  this  surn? 
Will  you  teach  me  how  to  begin  ? 

"It's  just  as  simple  as  can  be. 
There's  not  a  thing  that's  hard  to  learn. 
Now  you  just  listen  well  to  me, 
For  I,  as  teacher,  won't  be  stern. 

"The  way  to  make  a  friend  is  this : 
A  friend  you  have  to  be  yourself, 
And  if  this  little  rule  you  miss, 
There  are  no  fairies,  and  no  elf. 

"That  can  give  friendship's  joy  to  you, 
Or  teach  you  of  the  happy  art 
Of  making  friends  who  will  be  true 
And  bring  love's  light  into  the  heart." 
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YOU 


The  ev'ning  shadows  falling, 
The  moon  again  is  new, 
The  birds  are  sweetly  calling, 
While,  dear,  I  think  of  you. 

The  summer  breezes  straying. 
The  stars  shine  from  the  blue, 
The  lambkins  still  are  playing 
While,  dear,  I  sigh  for  you. 

The  mocking  birds  are  trilling, 
The  whippoorwill  sings,  too. 
The  twilight  dew  distilling 
While,  dear,  I  pray  for  you. 

The  pine  trees  softly  sighing 
As  moonbeams  filter  through. 
The  dew  on  blossoms  lying 
While,  dear,  I  dream  of  you. 

The  ev'ning  and  the  gleaming. 
The  twilight  and  the  dew. 
The  night,  the  stars,  the  beaming. 
The  longing,  dear,  for  you. 
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ONLY 


Only  longing,  dear,  for  you, 
While  the  stars  beam  from  the  blue, 
And  the  western  zephyrs  stray 
'Mid  the  flow'rs  at  close  of  day. 

Only  wishing  you  were  here 
While  the  night  birds  sing  so  clear, 
And  the  twilight,  deep'ning  fast. 
Softly  whispers  of  the  past. 

Only  longing  all  the  more 
While  the  wavelets  kiss  the  shore. 
Stars  of  heaven  brightly  gleam 
In  the  ocean's  calm,  sweet  dream. 

Only  dreaming,  dear,  of  you. 
While  the  stars  beam  from  the  blue 
And  the  twilight,  deep'ning  fast, 
Softly  whispers  of  the  past. 
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DON'T  HURRY 


Don't  be  in  such  a  hurry, 
Don't  chase  the  dollars  so ; 
No  need  for  such  a  flurry, 
Just  let  the  riches  go. 

The  strand  of  wealth  is  brittle 
And  often  brings  great  fear; 
Just  stop  and  love  a  little, 
For  there  are  children  here. 

You've  many  nearby  neighbors, 
But  do  you  know  them  well, 
And  ask  about  their  labors, 
And  hear  the  things  they  tell? 

And  do  you  think  with  candor 
Of  joys  the  world  extends? 
Is  anything  much  grander 
Than  friendship  of  your  friends? 

The  dearest,  sweetest  pleasures 
The  heart  must  not  defy. 
They  are  the  golden  treasures 
That  money  leads  you  by. 

Don't  be  in  such  a  hurry. 
Don't  chase  the  dollars  so. 
No  need  for  such  a  flurry, 
Just  let  the  riches  go. 
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UPWARD 

Upward,  upward  day  by  day, 
Truth  pursuing; 
Thinking-,  thinking  all  the  way, 
Striving,  doing. 

Upward,  upward  toward  the  light, 
Never  failing; 
Seeking  ever  for  the  right, 
Good  unveiling. 

Upward,  upward  through  the  gloom, 
Bravely  daring; 

Knowing  strife  is  not  our  doom. 
Truth  declaring. 

Upward,  upward  toward  the  stars. 
Love  revealing; 

Leave  behind  the  thing  that  mars 
Peace  concealing. 

Upward,  upward  day  by  day. 
Striving,  doing; 

Thinking,  thinking  all  the  way, 
Truth  pursuing. 
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SAY  SOMETHING  GOOD 

Sav  something  good,  it's  better  far, 
Than  unjust  words  that  hurt  and  mar; 
And  when  your  neighbors  visit  you, 
Say  something  good  and  pleasant,  too, 
And  when  they  leave  say  something  kmd, 
And  do  not  try  their  faults  to  find. 

Say  something  good,  for  words  of  peace 
Must  live  and  grow,  their  pow'rs  mcrease. 
Sweet  words  of  love  are  just  the  seeds. 
They  blossom  into  golden  deeds; 
And  words  of  joy  all  sparkling  bright 
Dispel  the  darkness  like  the  light. 

Say  something  good,  and  gladness  bring, 
For  words  of  anger  sting  and  sting ; 
And  words  of  hatred  burn  and  burn. 
They  will  as  unkind  deeds  return; 
And  words  of  gossip,  speak  them  not, 
Upon  your  life  they  leave  a  blot. 

Sav  something  good,  it's  better  far 
Than  unjust  words  that  hurt  and  mar. 
Say  something  good,  for  words  of  peace 
Must  live  and  grow,  their  pow'rs  mcrease. 
Sav  something  good,  and  gladness  bring, 
For  words  of  anger  sting  and  stmg. 
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WHAT'S  THE  USE 


just  what's  the  use  o'  helpin' 
A  feller  when  he's  up, 
A  tugg-in'  and  a  pullin' 
And  tryin'  to  fill  his  cup? 
When  all  the  time  there's  plenty 
Right  in  the  fellow's  hand, 
No  need  for  any  money, 
No  need  for  home  or  land. 

Just  what's  the  use  o'  askin' 
.\  man  to  ride  with  you, 
A  man  that  owns  a  Buick 
And  other  motors,  too? 
No  use  to  give  more  money 
To  one  possessin'  wealth, 
Or  food  to  one  not  hungry. 
Or  strength  to  one  with  health. 

Just  what's  the  use  o'  iiftin' 
A  feller  that  ain't  down, 
Or  spendin'  time  a  boostin' 
The  lucky  man  in  town? 
Just  what's  the  use  helpin' 
A  man  that's  on  the  gain. 
No  debts  to  face,  nor  nothin' 
To  give  his  nerves  a  strain? 

LET  GO 

Let  go  the  sinful  things  that  keep 
The  soul  in  fear  and  sorrow  deep, 
While  golden  thoughts  in  silence  sleep. 

Let  go  the  superstitions  old. 
In  ignorance  and  strife  they  hold 
The  mind  that  wisdom  should  unfold. 
Let  go  traditions  men  have  made. 
They're  empty,  void  and  cast  a  shade 
Where  love  and  peace  should  never  fade. 
Let  go  of  sin,  its  hopes  and  fears 
As  false  as  myths  of  ancient  years. 
It  is  the  light  of  truth  that  cheers. 
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DON'T 


Don't  spend  your  time  in  fretting, 

Be  glad  you  live  today; 

Just  set  your  mind  forgetting 

Discords,  they  never  pay. 

Don't  spend  your  time  regretting 

When  things  won't  go  your  way. 

Don't  spend  your  time  in  sorrow, 
Just  sing  a  happy  song; 
And  troubles  never  borrow, 
For  they  will  make  things  wrong. 
There's  gladness  for  the  morrow, 
Rejoice  and  go  along. 

Don't  spend  your  time  complainmg, 

Be  pleasant  for  awhile; 

Just  say  you're  glad  it's  raining, 

And  if 'it's  dry,  why  smile; 

Just  go  now  into  training, 

Make  happiness  the  style. 
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A  MORNING  THOUGHT 


IVe  heard  it  said,  perhaps  'tis  true, 

A  very  pleasant  thing  to  do : 

Is  think  some  thought  when  you  arise, 

Some  thought  that's  good,  some  thought  that's  wise, 

A  thought  of  love  would  clear  all  hate, 
lou'd  feel  you  had  a  better  fate, 
Would  make  you  love  your  neighbors  more, 
i^md  friends  you  never  knew  before. 

A  thought  of  joy  would  make  things  bright. 
And  doubtless  bring  some  new  delight, 
A  flow'r  would  grow  where  grew  a  thorn 
And  kindness  be  instead  of  scorn. 

A  morning  thought,  all  true  and  pure 
-For  you  much  goodness  would  secure- 
With  morning  thoughts,  all  bright  and  glad, 
I^or  you  the  day  would  not  be  sad 


JUST  SMILE 

Just  smile,  and  watch  the  troubles  flee, 
Not  one  will  long  remain. 
The  world  will  brighter,  better  be, 
For  smiles  are  not  in  vain. 

Just  smile,  and  friends  will  come  your  way 
lo  do  the  things  that  please. 
You'll  have  the  treasures  of  the  day 
I^or  smiles  are  golden  keys. 

Just  smile,  and  life  will  sweeter  grow 
I  he  light  shine  through  the  gloom  ' 
Just  smile  and  many  joys  you'll  know 
I^or  smiles  will  bloom  and  bloom 
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BE  GLAD 


Be  glad  today,  for  your  to-morrow 
Will  bring  you  pleasures  o  its  own; 
Be  glad  today  and  do  not  borrow 
A  tfouble  new  nor  one  that's  flown. 

Be  glad  today  and  keep  a-singi"g' 

Your  songs  will  give  you  strength  and  cheer, 

Be  glad  tSday,  the  hours  are  bnngmg 

New  hopes,  new  joys  to  you  nght  here. 

Be  glad  todav  and  let  no  sorrow 
Creep  in  to  mar  the  joys  you  own; 
Be.gLd  today  and  let  to^no^ow  ^^^^^ 
Bring  you  sweet  pleasureb  juu 


SEND  FORTH 
Send  forth  the  things^  that  give  the  e,^ 
And  not  the  th'»p. t^^^* .f';!^ a^jow  of  gladness, 

Sp„k  words  U».  the  wn,M  > 
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OUR  THOUGHTS 


Our  thoughts  are  very  much  alive, 

And  often  they  for  freedom  strive. 

They  fly  away  on  mental  wings 

And  each  one  to  the  thinker  brings 

The  quality  of  which  it's  made  .  . 

And  hinders  us  or  lends  us  aid,  .  , 

For  love  brings  love  and  hate  ,  brings  hate. 

And  thus  it  is  we  make  our  fate. 

A  thought  that's  love  will  love  return, 
A  thought  that's  hate  will  with  hate  burn. 
Thoughts  of  eternal  life  will  live, 
Their  life  unto  the  thinker  give. 
Think  wicked  thoughts?  We  never  should. 
For  they  will  never  bring  us  good. 
A  thought  of  joy  that  flies  away 
With  pleasures  will  return  some  day. 


MARCH  ON,  .  • 

March  on,  O,  soul  of  mine,  march  on, 
Toward  eternal  truth  and  light, 
Beyond  the  darkness  of  the  night 
To  where  the  stars  of  hope  are  bright, 
O,  soul  of  mine,  march  on,  march  on. 

March  on,  O,  soul  of  mine,  march  on, 
Toward  the  beautiful  and  rare. 
Beyond  the  blackness  of  despair. 
To  where  the  joys  of  life  are  fair, 
O,  soul  of  mine,  march  on,  march  on. 

March  on,  O,  soul  of  mine,  march  on. 
Toward  the  peace  of  love  divine, 
Beyond  the  darkness  and  its  shrine. 
To  where  the  stars  of  freedom  shine, 
O,  soul  of  mine,  march  on,  march  on. 
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VOICES 


Sometimes  I  hear  a  voice  so  sad, 
It  seems  that  it  was  never  glad, 
Of  love  and  joy  it  has  been  robbed, 
And  often  it  in  grief  has  sobbed; 

Sometimes  a  voice  so  full  and  clear, 
So  radiant  with  love  and  cheer. 
The  heart  rejoices  and  is  blest, 
With  thoughts  of  purity  impressed; 

And  then  a  voice  whose  leading  trait 
Is  stubbornness  or  bitter  hate, 
In  which  the  tenderness  is  dead, 
The  tones  of  happiness  all  fled; 

Sometimes  a  voice  so  sweet  and  true, 
As  gentle  as  the  ev'ning  dew ; 
Then  one  that  ever  speaks  of  grief. 
Seems  vainly  seeking  for  relief. 

Again,  perchance,  a  voice  will  pass 
Whose  tones  are  like  the  sounding  brass, 
No  glow  of  love,  but  harsh  and  cold 
Like  iron,  steel,  or  heartless  gold ; 

Sometimes  a  voice  of  stern  command. 
Then  one  of  a  deceitful  bland  ; 
And  then  a  voice  imprisoned  long, 
That  never  laughed,  or  sang  a  song; 

Again,  a  voice  intelligent, 
Truth  gleaming  in  its  free  accent, 
And  hope  in  ev'ry  tone  is  heard. 
While  wisdom  blossoms  in  each  word; 

And  then  a  voice  so  sweet  and  mild. 
The  loving  accents  of  a  child ; 
And  yet  the  scheme  is  incomplete 
Without  the  baby  laughter  sweet. 
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THE  TONGUE 


It  is  impossible  to  estimate 
The  true  and  wondrous  value  of  the  tongue, 
An  instrument  of  love  or  one  of  hate, 
Possessed  by  rich  and  poor,  the  old,  the  young. 

It  is  the  tongue  that  gives  the  spoken  word, 
The  joyous  songs  and  tender  lullabies ; 
It  brings  the  voices  and  the  language  heard, 
The  prattle  of  the  child,  its  "Hows  and  whys". 

The  tongue's  a  link  between  the  good  and  bad. 
To  us  it  is  a  tool  that  we  may  use 
To  speak  the  words  that  make  the  weary  glad, 
Or  we  the  burning  words  of  strife  may  choose. 

Sometimes  we  make  the  tongue  a  cutting  lash 
That  lacerates  the  heart  with  ev'ry  stroke 
And  makes  the  spires  of  hope  fall  with  a  crash 
And  shadows  gather  like  volcanic  smoke. 

The  tongue  should  ever  speak  the  words  that  cheer 

And  not  the  words  that  bitterness  contain, 

Omit  the  stinging  terms  that  hurt  and  sear, 

And  then  construct  each  sentence  free  from  pain. 

Like  shining,  silver  sprays  of  water  falls, 

Or  petals  of  a  rose,  are  words  of  love, 

And  like  the  sparkling  dawn's  refreshing  calls, 

They  have  the  sweetness  of  the  mating  dove. 

Let  not  the  tongue  speak  words  of  hate  and  scorn. 
Or  criticise  the  things  that  others  do, 
But  speak  love's  language  pure — it  has  no  thorn — 
Its  blossoms  to  our  lives  are  pleasures  true. 
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I  SENT  MY  GIRL  TO  COLLEGE 


I  sent  my  girl  to  college, 

She's  been  a-goin'  two  year ; 

What  do  you  think  they've  learned  her? 

Why,  not  a  thing,  I  fear. 

I  tried  to  find  out  somethin' 
They  showed  her  how  to  do, 
But  nothin'  I've  discovered,  ■ 
To  be  real  plain  with  you. 

Oh,  yes,  she  sings  a  little, 
I  never  catch  a  word, 
It  ain't  much  like  the  singin' 
My  wife  and  me  have  heard. 

I  got  her  a  piano 
When  she  come  home  in  June. 
I  said  to  her,  ''My  daughter, 
Now  let  us  have  a  tune." 

I  thought  she'd  do  some  playin', 
That's  why  I  was  so  bent. 
She  had  to  have  her  music. 
It  wasn't  worth  a  cent. 

She  cannot  make  up  biscuits, 
She  wears  the  highest  heels, 
She  wants  a  dress  of  satin. 
And  car  with  yellow  wheels. 

She  cannot  fry  a  chicken, 
She  tries  to  write  shorthand, 
And  has  a  kind  o'  medal 
They  give,  you  understand. 

I  guess  I  am  old  timey. 

But  I  admire  the  cooks. 

I  tell  you,  education 

Is  somethin'  more  than  books. 

I  sent  my  girl  to  college. 
And  thought  she'd  learn  a  lot. 
I'd  keep  her  home,  I'm  thinkin', 
But  then  her  ma  says  "Not." 
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SINCE  MAE'S  COME  BACK  FROM  COLLEGE 


Since  Mae's  come  back  from  college, 
She's  acted,  oh,  so  nice, 
It  makes  me  want  to  scare  her 
With  bugs  or  bats  or  mice. 

Uncouth  is  what  she  calls  us, 
I  don't  know  what  that  is. 
Somehow,  I  make  her  nervous, 
And  keep  her  in  a  fizz. 

She  has  a  beau  a-comin', 
His  name  is  Bilderback. 
He  says  he  is  a  lawyer, 
We  say  he  is  a  quack. 

They  go  into  the  parlor, 

Begin  to  talk  real  low, 

And  Mae  looks  through  her  glasses 

And  primps  her  mouth  up  so. 

She  tries  to  make  me  diff'rent, 
Says  boys  must  be  polite. 
She  says  I'm  simply  dreadful 
And  Jasper  is  a  fright. 

Mae  had  the  house  re-papered, 
And  had  it  painted  brown. 
She  sure  has  made  things  happen 
Since  she's  got  home  from  town. 

She  says  we  need  a  Buick, 
Dad  says  he'll  keep  the  Ford. 
She  wants  a  grand  piano, 
New  table  and  sideboard. 

Since  Mae's  come  back  from  college, 
She's  acted,  oh,  so  nice, 
It  makes  me  want  to  scare  her 
With  bugs  or  bats  or  mice. 
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ROSEBUDS  OF  SPRING 


Rosebuds  of  spring,  rosebuds  of  spring, 
Sweet,  tender  thoughts  of  love  they  bring. 
They  smile  among  the  leaves  of  green, 
Their  colors  form  a  rainbow  sheen. 

The  tiny  rosebud  hearts  contain 
The  blessings  of  the  sun  and  rain. 
Some  unseen  pow'r  that  they  inclose 
Unfolds  each  one  into  a  rose. 

Rosebuds  of  red,  and  gold,  and  white, 
All  dancing  in  the  morning  light. 
While  swayed  and  tossed  by  ev'ry  breeze. 
They  throw  bright  kisses  at  the  trees. 

Rosebuds  caressed  by  twilight  dew 
And  rocked  by  moonbeams  from  the  blue, 
Play  peek-a-boo  with  stars  above. 
And  whisper  to  the  world  of  love. 

Rosebuds  of  spring,  rosebuds  of  spring, 
In  rosebud  language  sing  and  sing. 
They  live  and  grow,  and  grow  and  live, 
Their  fragrance  and  their  beauty  give. 
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